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ADVERTISEMENT, 
” 


Exvravouring what to invent, where the 
fituations for Muſick could be new and various, I 
conceived that a kind of Operatical Pantomime 
would be very likely to atiſwer the purpoſe. This 
ſcheme every one encouraged me to go on with; 
and it 1s now (with the Dialogue, conſiderably 
improved, by the advice and aſſiſtance of ſome 
— friends) humbly ſubmitted io the Pub- 
wy * 
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W. ſink, we — leak 
Tie raging billows, how they break! 
All handst' th' pump! how we are driv'n, 


EO ads! e 6 


** 


"Pap 


FW, | = 
© | . - / 55 * 
24 74 93911 25 71 2 9 91 4 14 1 : 2 - 
* — — ; ; 
- 2 * * : 7 * 
127 15 > exp | „„ 
3 3 „ * 628 10200; 
' ; | CN. 9 c 180 bv * ee di] 1 - fe n 
| 55 2 a 1 * 3 ” 
5 OUCHSTON = 
[ 1 A * > *Y IF 
. \ \ 1 4 
p ERATICAL PAN TONI. 
2 N 5 $514 ; 38 | " 985 : ' 
C 
» WG bets ts, 
A” Iſlerd—a . of re rocks dre ſeat- 
* tered about irregularqy, and gt à diſtance is ſeen an 
; Agitated ſea. Harlequin gains the ſhore upon 4 
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2 THE TOUCHSTONE; 


| She's a mere wreck — toſt like a cork— 
O mercy, mercy amn your work, 
Afloat ſhe can no longer li —_ 
She 3 we're __ fink, we die. 


7 bis Chorus is at times 4 by owt 95 
rits who coms on ane of whom fings the following 
words: F 1-253 | 


Spirit. 


Come back, come back —what i is all this ? 
Winds rar, 

Qains pour, 

| Something's amiſs : 

That Feridon, if right I A Tong 


| 4 What's that ?—Oh ! ſailors in diſtreſs ; 


Pell-mell they're toſs d how they are driva! 


At once they ſwear and pray to Heav'n, 
D'ye hear ? | F 
I fear ; 
Some curſt diſaſter; 
Beſt tell Padnianads, our n maſter. 
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: Feridon Mrs, Farrel. 


Taſk my power, be it to fly 

To yonder corner of 'the ſky ; 

Be it to plumb the ſoundleſs deep, 

Or climb yon height, rugged and * 5 


Like thought, to reach the torrid zone, 
Or Myriads find, of worlds unknown ; ; 


Or plunge into the depth of hell , - 
Toobey your will, waits Oriel. | 
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Parents may fairly thank themſelves, - 
Should love our duty maſter ; OA 

Checking his power, the ſenſcleſs elyes 
But tye the knot the faſter. 3 th 


To trick ſuch dotards, mean min | 7 


1 duty and allegiance; _ 
| Whilſt love, andall his pleaſing train 


Toth, s were diſobedience, 
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As fickle fancy or caprice, 

Or head ſtrong whim adviſes; _ 5 
Children, and all their future peace, 

Become the ſacrifices, 
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ot Then trick theſe dotards, weak and vain, | 
Ti duty and allegiance ; 
Whilſt love, and all his pleaſing a 


To e, 2 


Such tumbling, and ſuch toſſing, Sir 5 ' 
Such joſtl-ng, and ſuch croflig, Sig, 
S8 Soon oferturced lay, 
And topfey-turvey the poor milley way, 
We rode o'er Aquarius, 
Knock'd down Sagittariu 
Quench'd ſtars as thick as bees in hives ; 


Whilſt I, in ſuch a taking; Sir, 


From head to foot was tits * 
Tho had I burſt, I Ai HL 
1 K 
When the devil des. 
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6 THE TOUCHSTONE; 3 
Rams, virgins, bull and Bons, Sir, 
Now bid us all defiance, Sir; 
A very ſwarm. 
Myriads of worlds, in every ſhape ren, 
Flat, ſquare, oblong, and ſpherical, . 
Sir, we eſcap'd by miracle. 
I thought had we a thouſand lives, 
To pot we muſt have gone, Sir, 
So fiercely they came on, Sir, 
But the Proverb's juſt, 
For faith needs muſt, * bas 
When the devil drives. 


„ . 
Sailor—Mr. Wilſon. | 
This life is like a troubled ſea; | 
Where, helm a weather or a lea, 


The ſhip will neither ſtay nar wear, 
But drives off every rock in fear, 
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We cannot keep her ſteadil ß; wi 
But juſt as Fortune's wind ſhould 785 7 | 
The wa woftivate@ 16-200 frg, 8 


vet come but love on. board, 40 — 
Our hearts with pleaſure ſtor d, DE 2 
No ſtorm can overwhem. 
Still blows in vin 
zz 7 OE, 
While he is at the helm. | 5 
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My name's Ted Blarney, I'll be 3 

And maa and boy upon this ground, ah, 
Full twenty years I've beat my round, | 
Crying, Vauxhall Watch. E 
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Crying, Vauxhall Watch. 
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Andi as that time's 6 little ſhort... 
With eee "yg 
To . ee i 
Crying, Vauxhall Watch. AT 


Oh! of pretty damſels neat and tight, 
And Macaronies—what a fight! | 
Of a ſtar-light morn Tre bid good night 
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II. 
The lover cries, no one will ſee. 
You are deceiv'd, my foul, ſays ſhe. 


Dere's that Iriſh teef here, maning me: 


Crying, Vauxhall Watch. 


Den I gets a tirteen not to talk 
They gently fteal to the dark walk, 
And I decamps no ſport to baulk, 
crying, Vauxhall Watch. 
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5 My very love alarms me, 


Forgive, if ſometimes penſive, 
My chearfulneſs forgot ; 

Of ſhadows apprehenſive, 

I! fear—I know not what. 


3 If your's, which fomuch charms me, 


L fo much dread to loſe. | 


This life has little pleafing, 
What wonder then in pain 
We're every moment ſeizing 
| That little to retain? 
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1 And as that time's s little ſhort Wot 
With ſome genteely chat bete velprt 5 
To e eee ee 
| Cryings Vauxhall Watch. 7 


Oh ! of pretty damſels neat and right, 
And Macaronies—what a bght! | | 
Of a ſtar· light morn 1 ve bid good night 
Crying, Vauxhall Watch. 1 
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The lover cles, no 6 will foo. 
You are deceiv'd, my foul, fays le. 
Dere's that Iriſh teef here, maning me: 
Crying, Vauxhall Watch. 


8 not to talk; 
They gently ſteal to the dark walk, 
And I decamps no ſport to baulk, 
Crying, - Vauxhall Wn. | 
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| Forgive, if ſometimes penfive, _ 
My chearfulneſs forgot; WET 8 
Of ſhadows apprehenſive, | | ” Be 


\ My very love alarms me, - 
ff If vous, which ſo much charms me, 6 
T ſo much dread to loſe. 4 | 


* 
1 : Pa, * a 


What wonder then in pain 
Were every moment ſeizing | 
That little to retain > iy ->4- 
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To and fro, and ey'ry where. 

Each thing wears ſoine fantaſtic ſhipe, - 

My brain's in ſuch a pother : 

But get me on: e ou r 5 

Tu ne'er get in another. 2 by 
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| Pierrat—Mr. Reinbold. 


Like a tennis-ball am I, , 
Now tumbling low, now riſing high ; 
Bandied here; and bandied there, 


Io and fro, and ey'ry where. 


Now do | back * 

A dragon with a fiery tail: 

Preſcntly, ſmack, | 
I'm ſea-fick, riding on a whale. 


Still like a tennis-ball I fare: 


Now on the ground, now in the air; 
Bandied here, and'bandied there, 
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Ye fair, ye lovers, at 12 eali; 

15 Young, grave and gay, come hither all: 
Take me, take me, while ye may, 
Fortune comes not why day: 
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I know you—you' ach eh 60 Baal 
| Who from her tyrant father flew : 
Go onto find her rack your brains, | 
And wear the fool's cap for your pains, 0 
5 Ve fair, Sc. 
You to his ſchemes aſſiſtancelen d, 
But little think how all may end: 
You'll loſe your miſtreſs Mirinette to Mex.) 
You'll in the ſtocks, you ſot, be ſet—(0 Pier.) 
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| Sung; by Mie Brown Mrs. Furrel, and Mr. Lenni. 
| Gentle Echo, as we wander 

| From all thoſe paths which iſfue wats,” 
- Where ALF * . 


* . 


T' th* deftin'd grove ſhew us RR 
Is it the dark one ?—is 3 
We ſeek, but cannot find. 7 
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I Me 
| ' Nay, gentle Echo, this is jeſting ; 
The boon ſo earneſt we're requeſting, 
We're told ers thee. 
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Kindly, kindly then 2 us, 
For in that moment you direct us, 
From ev'ry ill we're free. 
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 . The-fellenchante's helliſh wiles 28 
To cruſh and break his charms, 

ö Reven ge cries on—Occa fion ſmiles 

To arms to arms! to rm © | 
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Your champion now i his faulchion draws, | | | 
LaKurels are ftrew'd before ye; | Sp 35 5 
Come on and fight the noble cauſe. 
The word's St. George and glory. | 
Aſſur d of glory and ſucceſs, | 
We take the field with ſpirit; „ 

| Kya 4 | Each | 
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bo Fach Britiſh heart the cauſe will bleſs, | n 
Where courage ranks with merit. | 
| Your rey; mel 60 


To join cut lat, the Britih hb 
Would muſter, id we need em: 


Their very foil is valour's growths 
Who breathes their air, breathes freedom. | 
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Now kts our anden revelry begin, 

Sound follow ſound, and din re-echo' din; | 
Let trumpets, fifes, and drums, be heard afar; 
Cannon, and alttheelangour of the war; 
While, with prophetic ardour, we relate 

The foes of Britain haſt ning to their fate, 
Shall wear theſe fetters they for us would forge; 

For England's fl proteted by; her George: 
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Feridon—Mvs. Farrel. 


Happy Britain, matchleſs Iſle, 


Whoſe natives, like their ſturdy oak, 
Secure in inborn force may ſmile, 
And mock the tempeſt's heavieſt ſtroke, 


When ſmiling peace ſhall bleſs the land, 


Her couching lion ſhall-in dalliance ſport ; 


Arts and fair Science, hand in hand, 


Their Monarch n 
But rous'd by war, ſhall dreadful move, 5 


Sound drur 


Whene' er again her 
The dread and envy 


Proclaim 


Britannir 
Shall dr 
Gentle 
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